was saying about purity too. If you're not Ms
ideal of the pale, pink, pure young schoolboy
with your infant Samuel face I'd like to know
who is.

WOODLEY : Chuck it, Vining.

AINGER i What has Simmy been saying now ?

WOODLEY : Oh, disapproving of me generally.
My writings again. That poem in the Mag. Un-
healthy. Why do I waste my time scribbling
when I ought to be garnering the precious hours
of youth to cultivate my rnind. That sort of
thing.

VINING : Well, I don't see why he should kick
up such a fuss about a poem that couldn't have
taken you more than a quarter of an hour.

WOODLEY : Oh, so you think it only took me a

quarter of an hour ?

VINING : Well, you'd have been a fool if you'd
spent any more time on it. But it's all the same
with Simmy. Interference all along the line. And
now this purity campaign of his. Why, a little
affair like this of Riley's is enough to start him
off for a whole term.

WOODLEY : Simmy's purity campaign makes me
sick. Not that I hold any brief for Riley, what-
ever he may have done .. . dirty little beast that
he is.

VINING : Whatever he may have done ?